30                     ' INDISCRETIONS'
sister and myself wore checked ulsters and white straw hats trimmed with blue silk bows.
I often laugh even now when I think of the sight we must have presented to my uncle's horrified gaze when we landed from the gig and had to be presented to the Princess of Wales, who I remember wore a charming blue serge dress, her little girls being dressed exactly like herself.
But we children were perfectly unselfconscious. My sister Hilda knew that George ought to bow from the waist, but that we as girls should curtsy, and though she herself got entangled in her unaccustomed tail, and fell over in the attempt, she righted herself and stood by decorously whilst we all went through the same ceremonious performance on the sand.
The Prince and Princess were quite charming to us, and as Uncle Harry took charge of the games, the memory of that day has never departed from me. Wheelbarrows, fetched from Highcliff Castle, played a prominent part, the great game being for the sailors to run us out in them into the surf, from which we extricated ourselves as best we could. Both the young Princes, the present King and his brother, the late Duke of Clarence, shared in the game, and while we played, their father and mother sat on the sands with Lady Waterford and watched us.
We used to go every summer to Quidenham to spend three months with our grandfather and grandmother. I have already mentioned a few recollections of those days.
As I grew older the routine of home life was also broken for me by visits to my father's old playmate and life-long friend, "Uncle Bob," and his wife "Aunt Harriet," with whom I used to spend long30                     ' INDISCRETIONS'
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